
MY VIEW 

'A struggle that can 
be waged by everyone' 

I ARRIVED at rjeace-kcepmg and non-violence by quite a 
different path to thai taken by many other people. 1 was 
never a pacifist. I was never an advocate of non-violence, 

although in 1976 as a student I participated in non-vioient 
protests against Bantu Education when many people were 
shot dead. 

But then? was a particular experience around that time that 
touched me deeply. I lived in King William's Town, haunt of 
Steve Biko, and met many people through him. One young 
man 1 saw come and go at Biko's was Mapetla Mohapi. 

He was a social worker - kind, soft-spoken and dedicated to 
whatever cause he was working tor. He had just married and 
his second child was a few months old when he was arrested. 

When I came home during the school boycotts, I heard 
reports that Mapetla had died. It was August 1976. He had 
been arrested and it was claimed that he had committed sui
cide. 

Something started burning in my mind and I 
began thinking about all the people who had 
died in detention - Timol, Ntshuntsha, Khoza. 
Mabija. 

Many who died were alleged to have jumped 
from high buildings or Mllm on soap in bath
rooms - it was disturbing. Mapetla could not 
have committed suicide. He had everything 
going for him He was young, he had a beautiful 
wife, beautiful daughters, a small house and, 
more than anything else, he seemed to enioy 
what he was doing 

Hardly a year after Mapetla's death, Biko was 
arrested and died. He was very important to B y LUYANDA KA MSl'MZA 
King William's Town; he was wipportrve of all 
the efforts of transformation taking place in our area and 
attempts to revive our community. 

I knew these two people could not have committed suicide. 
So when they died, I realised our struggle was dangerous. I 
also knew it could not stop. I realised that if 1 wanted to be 
part of this process of transformation it would be risky but 
that I could not continue along the path of non-violence. I 
decided 1 was going to fight I left the country for military 
training. 

But things didn't work out as 1 thought they would. I joined 
the armed struggle but unfortunately I never had a chance to 
see combat, and thai was something 1 had been hoping lor. I 
went to Lesotho and waited lor my chance to fight. But the 
opportunity never came and eventually we were demobilised. 

I started working with individuals who were engaged in 
transformation work with ordinary people, so as lo improve 
their daily lives. I had the opportunity lor reflection. 

There was one particular woman whom 1 used to challenge, 
saying that it was a waste of time to teach people to build mud 
ovens, thai we should rather mobilise them to fight. She 
defended her method of struggle-

"Your way of struggle depends on the young and healthy," 

she would say. "My struggle can be waged by everyone, even 
the old and sick." 

While not comptetery convinced. I attended workshops with 
her and became more and more interested I saw the change in 
people's lives. 

It was 1985. Zimbabwe was five years old; Mozambique was 
in its tenth vear of independence and liberation was happen
ing all around us. When 1 examined the gains made through 
armed struggle, I had to ask if the sacrifices were consistent 
with the gains. To my shock and dismay, the answer was no. 

It had not been worth the lives of my comrades, people 1 
stayed with in camps who died in the hope that we would get 
a better deal 

What are we going to gel on 27 April 1994? Will the sacrifice 
of "liberation before education", of "liberation now. education 
later" be redeemed by the gains of 27 April? 

Look al Zimbabwe and its heroic struggle. 
Look al the gains of ordinary people - no land, 
no jobs, no future, no security. The same can be 
said of Nicaragua, of Namibia - the story can be 
told everywhere. 

I am not an advocate ot doing nothing but. 
looking at things objectively. I challenged my 
views and the views of others. I became increas
ingly convinced that the gains were not worth 
the sacrifice. 

And it is with this background that I throw 
my weight heavily now behind peace efforts. 1 
do this against serious odds because many peo
ple see their survival, rightly or wrongly, only as 
the destruction of a perceived enemy - whether 
it be a squatter leader, a "Boer", a farmer or a 

settler. 
It concerns me to see the concept of peace being thrown 

around by everybody. Often with good intentions, peace is 
advanced for all objectives-1 have been working closely with 
people who see peace as peace, with no qualifications - it is 
unconditional. 

We are now at the point at which South Africa needs peace 
unconditionally. Squatter communities cannot go to work 
because people cannot tolerate a statement by a political 
leader. Others can't go to the toilet, the shop or anywhere and 
feel safe because someone has made a particular statement, 
whether il be in the name of peace, a "boerestaat", to join 
negotiations, for Zulu national preservation or against settlers. 

I belong to a different breed. I have begun to think of peace 
that has to be brought in at all costs. People in this country 
now want peace al all costs - il doesn't matter who wins, or 
whether this or that is right or wrong. Al Ihe end of the day, 
when people are fighting, nobody is right. 
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